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	1. First Impressions

Hi everyone! This is my first attempt at fanfiction, and I write and upload everything from a tablet, so please excuse any odd spelling or grammatical errors. Enjoy, and please leave feedback!

**_March, 1987_**

"Daddy, no!" The small voice was desperate, pleading, as tiny hands tightly gripped the creases in her father's blue jeans. Her blue and green eyes were trained on the ground, the tears rolling down her cheeks left little droplets on the leather of her father's boots. "You promised, Daddy. You promised you wouldn't leave me anymore…."

Her father, Quinn Watcher, glanced over at the other man in the room. Bobby Singer caught the glance and quietly exited the room, disappearing into the kitchen.

"Evie…" Her father spoke softly, kneeling down to look in her eyes.

"No!" she interjected, her watery eyes looking up at him, her tiny brow furrowed in anger. "You promised you wouldn't leave me anymore! You promised, and you aren't supposed to break promises!"

A sigh slipped from his lips and he wrapped his arms around the little girl in a hug. "Evie, sweet, I know what I said, but I have to do this. I need to, for your mother."

Eve tore herself from his grasp and backed away. "You always say that!" She turned and ran out the backdoor, into the scrapyard. Her father left her at Bobby's often, enough that the six year old had acquired a decent knowledge of the layout of the junkyard. Out past the first five rows of cars was an old scrap she had come to think of as hers. It was an old, rusted out 1985 Dodge Coronet convertible. Bobby had told her when she found it last year. The top was pretty much gone, ripped up and full of holes, and the seats were nothing more than bits of foam and old leather. It smelled of rust and oil and mothballs, but she loved it.

Despite the tore seats, she was still able to get comfy inside it. She sat herself in the driver's seat, knees pulled up to her chest, her arms wrapped around them, feet propped up against the steering wheel. Glaring at the backdoor, she felt her eyes begin to sting and water. Her dad was going to leave, he always did. She knew that, but that didn't mean she had to like it. And like it she did not.

The sound of an engine roaring to life startled her, it's loud rumble echoing throughout the junkyard and inside the car. She waited until it had faded away before she allowed the tears to fall. Her head dropped onto her arms, and she cried.

It seemed like hours before the loud crack of the backdoor opening sounded, and soon Bobby was beside her. "Eve?"

"I hate him."

"No, you don't," he said with a chuckle.

"I do! I can't stand him. He always leaves me."

Bobby was quiet for a moment. "I've got ice cream."

Her sniffles paused, and she looked over at him. "What kind?"

"Strawberry."

"The one with the chocolate and vanilla in it too?"

"That's the one."

And suddenly, everything was okay again. The car creaked and groaned as she climbed out to follow Bobby inside the house. When she got there, he handed her the tub of ice cream, a silver spoon already sticking out of it. She carried it into the living room and plopped herself down on the couch.

She hadn't eaten too much when there was a loud knock on the door. Curious, she wiggled around in her seat until she could see the door. Bobby blocked most of it, so she couldn't see much other than his backside, and part of another man in front of him.

"John." Eve had never heard that name before, but Bobby didn't sound too happy to see this guy, whoever he was.

"Bobby." John sounded nervous. "Can you watch them for a few days?"

A sigh from Bobby. "I've already got one munchkin, but they could probably all squeeze into that bed. Yeah, sure."

"I owe you."

"Damn right."

"Boys, come one. I'll see you in a few days."

Boys? That caught Eve's attention. She set her ice cream down and headed to the door to see who was there. Grabbing Bobby's leg, she slowly peeked around him. There were two boys. Neither looked to be Eve's age.

"Hi!" The younger of the two greeted her. "I'm Sam! I'm four! This is my brother Dean. He's 8."

"I'm Eve," she said, stepping out from behind Bobby and extending her hand. "Im six." Sam shook it, Dean just stared at her like she had grown an extra head.

Bobby ruffled her hair and ushered the boys inside. "Alright, you lot. Bedtime. Go on."

His words started a mad dash up the stairs, Eve and Dean fighting for who got to use the bathroom first. Dean won. Miffed, Eve stood outside the bathroom door, her foot tapping impatiently as she waited for her turn. Finally, Dean left the bathroom, shooting her a look as he walked past. Eve glared back before darting into the bathroom.

Once all three had finished up, they crawled into the bed, which was plenty big enough to fit all of them. Sam slept closest to the window, because he liked the breeze, and Dean slept on the other side of bed, because 'there was no way he'd sleep between his brother and some girl,' leaving Eve the middle, which she really didn't mind.

"Goodnight, Eve!"

A smile broke across her face. "Night, Sam!" She liked him, he was sweet. Dean, however….she had just met him and she already hated him.


	2. Just Two Kids, You and I

Thank you for the follows and reviews! Here's another chapter. I'm not very good at writing children, but hopefully this is up to par. Enjoy!

_**June, 1988**_

"What the hell happened to you?"

"Eavan Adaira Marie Watcher, you mind your language!" Bobby's voice hollered from the kitchen.

"Sorry, Bobby," Eve muttered, looking sheepishly down at the ground before turning her attention back to the two boys sitting in the living room, the youngest of which was sporting a big white cast on one arm. "But seriously, what happened?"

Sam turned bright red and looked away as Eve stepped into the house shutting the door behind her. Dean ignored the question and instead fixed a glare on the girl. "None of your business. What about you? That's a nasty bruise on your arm." He motioned to a rather large bruise on her upper arm, just below her shoulder.

"It's nothing." Her voice was quiet, and she pulled her sleeve down to cover the mark. "I'm gonna go put my stuff upstairs."

When she got to the spare room, she flung her bag on the bed and started unpacking. Her dad would be gone for two weeks this time, some big job out of the county. It was vampires or something, she wasnt really sure. She didnt pay much attention to her dad these days. She had almost finished unpacking her clothes (the middle drawer in the dresser was hers - Dean got the top because he was the tallest) when the brothers appeared in the doorway.

"Yeah? What?" the seven year old asked, pausing her task to look at them.

"We jumped off a roof."

It took a minute before Eve could say anything. "You did what?"

Dean sighed. "Don't make me repeat myself. Sam jumped off a roof, that's how he broke his arm."

"Dean and I dressed up like super heroes! He was Superman, and I got to be Batman!"

Dean chuckled at his brother. "I had to drive him to the emergency room on the handlebars of my bike."

Eve laughed. "Boys are stupid."

"Hey!" Dean cried.

With that, Eve took off down the stairs, and of course, Dean gave chase. "Get back here! I'm gonna beat you up for that!" But Eve could hear the smile in his voice as she ran out the backdoor. She raced sown the dirt and climbed up one of the many mountains of cars in the junkyard. "Why?" she asked when Dean came to a halt underneath her.

"Because I'm bigger than you and I can!" he replied, smirking.

"You always say that!" And he did. Dean threatened to beat her up all the time, but he never did.

"Get down here!"

Laughing, Eve climbed back down the other side, sneaking around the pile to come up behind Dean. "Boo!" she hollered, cackling when he jumped. He spun around and made to grab her, but she ducked only to be knocked down when he tackled her. "Gotcha!" he yelled.

Eve was a fit of giggles beneath him. "You have pretty eyes, like shining lights."

Dean hurriedly clambered off of her. "What? No I don't!"

"Yeah you do!" Eve stood and looked at him, smiling.

"Stop being such a girl!"

"I am not! I'm tougher than you!" Her little foot stomped the ground to accentuate her words.

"No way."

Her mouth broke into a devilish grin. "Kiss me."

"Ew! No way!"

"Ha! I knew it, I'm tougher than you. You're just a big ol' chicken, afraid of a little girl!"

"Am not!"

"Are too!"

"Are not!"

"Are too!"

"Am no - you know what? Fine! I'll kiss you!"

He took a step toward her and she shoved him, knocking him down. "Gotta catch me first!" And she took off again, Dean behind her, their laughter echoing long into the night.


	3. Illumination

_**February, 1991**_

There was a loud bang as the book Eve threw collided with the wall. It had been four days and she had yet to hear from her dad. She hated him. Hated her dad, hated his job, hated hunting, hated the constant moving around, never staying in one place more than a week or two. And then, just as fast as it had come, her anger dissipated, and she deflated. She was tired. This life sucked. All she wanted was to live in one town, go to one school, and see her dad more than a two or three days a week.

A loud knock sounded on the door downstairs, and she left her room, peeking down the stairs to see who it was. She groaned loudly when she saw Bobby usher in the two Winchesters. She sighed, then headed down the stairs. Bobby'd have her ass if she didn't greet them. Her feet had just hit the bottom step when Sam blew past her, obviously upset. The door to the bedroom they shared slammed shut behind him.

"What happened to him?"

Dean shrugged, heading to the couch. "Just a fight with dad."

Eve stared at him for a second before heading upstairs. "I don't think he'll wanna see you!" Dean called after her, but she ignored him and stepped into the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

"What's wrong, Sammy Whammy?" she asked, and he couldn't fight the grin that crept across his face at the use of Eves childhood nickname for him.

"Hi, Evie. It's nothing. Just...Did you know?"

"Know what?" She walked over and sat down on the bed beside him, crossing her legs underneath her.

"That monsters are real. That my dad - our dads - fight real monsters?" His voice was small, and his gaze was focused on the ground.

"Course I did. Did you not know what your dad did?"

He shook his head. "No. I just found out. The world is full of evil monsters…When did you find out?" Sam asked, looking up at her.

"When I was little, a monster stole my mom, and little brother, then wore her face home. It kidnapped me, but Dad saved me."

Sam's eyes were wide. "Evie, I'm sorry-"

"Dont be. I'm okay. It was a really long time ago. And I still remember my mom, and the cool things she taught me."

"But how are you okay with it? With what they do?"

"Well someone's gotta do it. Someone has to keep us safe so everyone else can go on with their lives without having to know about the scarf stuff, and live a happy, safe life."

"Yeah, I guess that makes sense..."

Eve smiled at him.

"So your mom taught you cool things? Like what?" he asked, cocking his head and looking at her with interest.

"Well… I can show you one of the things, but you have to promise to keep it a secret."

Sam nodded his head. "Of course."

Eve threw a glance over her shoulder to make sure the door was still closed. She turned back to Sam and held her hand out. "Modicum lumen est," she whispered, and tiny little golden lights appeared in her hand. She blew, and the lights swirled around the room, enveloping them both in a soft, golden glow. Sam looked up at them, entranced. Eve giggled at his look, then muttered "rescindo" and the lights slowly flickered out of existence.

"How did you do that?" Sam asked, eyes wide.

Eve shrugged. "My mom was a witch. Dad says I'm not supposed to do that, though. He said it could get me hurt if someone sees, so you can't tell anyone."

Sam nodded earnestly. "Does Bobby know?"

"Yeah. He found out because I got really upset one day and blew up the light in the kitchen on accident."

The boy chuckled, then his expression turned somber. "If Dean or my dad knew, they'd kill you. Dad says anything that isn't human is a monster and needs to be killed."

Eve's turned her eyes down. "I know. That's why it's so important you don't tell."

"I won't! I don't think it's as simple as that, anyway. You're not evil, just special."

A smile danced across Eve's lips and she hugged him. "Want to see more?"

"Yeah!"

Sam was in a cheerful mood the rest of the day, even when Bobby had him do the dishes.

"What did you say too him?" Dean sat down on the couch beside Eve.

"Oh you know, just that it was okay and my dad hunted bad stuff too. Nothing special."

Dean shot her a look that told her there was no way in hell he believed that, but the let it go, and they sat in comfortable silence for the next hour, until Bobby sent them off to bed.

The bed was barely big enough to fit the three of them now, but they managed. Sam passed out almost instantly, the cool breeze from the window helping him sleep. Eve couldn't sleep, and she rolled over to find Dean's green eyes staring at her.

"Happy birthday."

She blinked in surprise. "What?"

"Happy birthday," he said again, this time with a slight smile before rolling over to face away from her.

Eve smiled back. Someome had said it, and suddenly her horrible life didn't seem all that terrible. She rolled over once more, and, finally deciding there was no way she was gonna be able to not touch one the boys she was squashed between, draped one arm over Sam and fell asleep with a smile on her face. She dreamed of green eyes and tiny golden lights, and everything was okay, even if just for one night.


	4. Babygirl

Thank you for all the favourites and alerts! I'm currently on the hunt for a beta reader to help me with this story, as I'm beginning to struggle with the dialogue and interactions between the characters.

_**April, 1997**_

Eve flipped on the radio, deciding some music would help her get through the tedious task ahead of her, which was the momentous pile of dishes in front of her. Wonderwall starting blasting through the speakers, and she couldn't help but sing along.

"Because maybe, you're gonna be the one to save me," she sang as she reached up into one of the cabinets to put away the clean plates. "And after all, you're my wonderwaaaaaall."

She resumed her task, and finally the dishes were completed, just as the song was ending. "I said maybe, you're gonna be the one that-" Her breath caught in her throat when she heard a deep voice join hers. A quick smirk and she jumped right back in, determined not to let him embarrass her. "I said maybe, you're gonna be the one that saves-" She backed up into a warm wall, the deep voice rumbling up behind her, effectively silencing her as her cheeks burned bright red.

"What's the matter, baby girl?" The voice teased. She spun around to see Dean with a huge smirk on his face.

"Why must you call me that?"

He laughed and patted her on the head. "Because you're my baby girl, duh."

She hated the small pang that rose up inside her. "You're such an asshole."

"And you're a bitch, so…" He smirked again and headed toward the fridge, pulling out two beers. He popped the tab on one, then tossed the other to her. She caught it and twisted the cap off, taking a grateful swig before heading outside. "I gotta work on my car. Wanna come?"

"I'll catch up."

Even in its state of various disrepair, pieces hanging out, scattered all around it, the convertible top torn off, the engine half torn apart, Eve's car was still a thing of beauty, and the loved the hell out of it. Not one to waste time, Eve tossed Dean a mallet and a wood block as he walked over. "Lemme guess. Dent duty?"

"Dent duty," Eve agreed, wiping her hands on her shorts. She hadn't been out here but fifteen minutes and she was already covered in grease. Dean chuckled softly at her before getting to work.

"Dammit," Eve swore as her fingers slipped for the umpteenth time. "Why won't you come off!" After a few more minutes of watching her trying to pull the thing off the wrong way, Dean stood up and batted her hands away, then twisted the part off with well practiced ease. He handed it to her, a huge smirk on his face. She snatched it from him with a glare and set it on the box behind her.

"Show off."

"Some of us actually know how to get our hands dirty."

She held her grease stained hands arms up, gesturing to her body, white tank covered in grease, hell, even her legs were covered in the stuff. "And this isn't?"

He eyed her for a second before shaking his head. "Nope."

Eve's mouth quickly grew into an evil grin and she wiped her dirty hands across his face. For several seconds he stood there, grease stains and a shocked expression on his face. "Really? You had to do it," he finally said.

"Damn right, I-" She didn't even have time to finish before Dean tackled her to the ground, tickling her and rubbing his greasy face all over her.

"D, please! Stop! I- I'm gonna piss myself, oh gawd please, D!" she shrieked, squealing with laughter.


	5. Goodbyes and Drama Queens

**Thank you for all the follows! Please feel free to leave a review, let me know how I'm doing.**

**I'm going to start uploading a new chapter every Wednesday, to give me time to edit a bit more.**

**Disclaimer: I don't own Supernatural, only my OCs.**

**_August, 2002_**

Eve narrowed her eyes, trying to concentrate on the large grimoire she had open in front of her. Latin was already hard enough to read, but there was loud banging sound outside. It was repetitive, almost a smooth rhythm, and sounded like metal on metal. At first she had thought Bobby was working on a car, but that couldn't be. He was on a hunt up in Nebraska somewhere. She had spent the past month on and off the phone with each of the brothers, and as far as she knew, Sam and Dean weren't coming around anytime soon. They were too busy trying to settle yet another Winchester family argument. Just a few nights ago, she had been on the phone with Sam for almost three hours trying to calm him down.

She sighed and pushed her chair away from the desk. Time to go investigate that sound.

"Ignis," she whispered, and she felt her body tingle as the magic within her awoke, and a warmth spread to her fingertips. Each one glowed a soft orange, and she held her hand up as she headed downstairs and outside, toward the noise.

The sound was coming from the junkyard, and she made her way slowly towards it. The sound became louder, and she rounded a corner to see non other than Dean Winchester, beating the crap out of a car with a crowbar. She muttered a word, 'desino', and the magic left her fingers, and the heat made its way back toward her chest, where it came to a stop and slowly dissipated.

"I shoulda known it was you making all that noise. When did you get here?" Eve teased, walking up to him.

The twenty three year old stopped and turned to look at her. His face changed from anger to shock to confusion in a matter of seconds. "Eve."

"What'd the car ever do to you?" she asked, nodding her had towards the hunk of junk he had been beating on.

A smirk graced his lips at her quip for a fraction of a second before his face returned to its normal, stoic look. "What are you doing here?"

"I live here, remember? What are you doing here? And why are you beating up a poor, defenseless car?"

He hesitated for a second before answering. "I….Sam left."

Eve froze, looking at him in shock. "What?"

"Sam left. He went to Stanford." And then he was back to beating the car with the crowbar.

Eve walked up to him, grabbing his arms. "D, stop," she said softly. "Look at me."

And he did. His eyes met hers, and she watched as they went from anger to something else, something she had only seen a few times, late at night up the bedroom, her fairly lights glistening in his eyes. The crowbar slipped from his hands, and his arms went around her. "Let's go inside, yeah?" she suggested, and he nodded, stepping back. "Come on then. I'll get you a beer and we can talk."

"Alright, talk." Eve handed him a beer, then sat herself on the couch next to him.

"Sam left. There's nothing to talk about."

"You were beating the crap out of a car, D. That isn't nothing." She took a swig of her own beer before continuing, when it was clear Dean wouldn't. "Is it really so bad that he left? We should be proud of him, D. Sammy made it out. He got out of this life, and to go to Stanford, no less!"

Dean scoffed, lifting his bottle to his lips. "Don't get me wrong, baby girl, I am proud of the guy. Not many people have the chance to get out of this life. Not without dying, anyway."

"Then what's the problem?"

"He left me with dad."

Eve cocked her head, confused.

" You think I wanna take his orders forever? You think I wanna be stuck with him?" He paused, and Eve kept quiet, sensing he wasn't done. "I try so hard to be a good son, to do everything he asks of me, and it's never enough. Sam left, and he's still the favourite son."

Eve set her beer down on the end table, then repositioned herself so she was sideways on the couch, looking right at Dean. "D, do you remember a few months ago, when you called me and said you didn't want Sam to leave, but you wouldn't tell me why?"

His lips pursed. He probably knew where she was going with this. "Yeah? What about it?"

"Why?"

He was silent, his eyes on hers, flicking over her face. His jaw clenched and he looked away. "I'm alone now."

Eve's hand shot out, smacking him in the back of the head. "Ow!" he helped. "The hell was that for?"

"You have Bobby, and your dad. You got me, and Sam is just a phone call way. Drink your beer and stop acting like such a damn drama queen. The world isn't over, you know. "

A look of shock spread across his face, quickly replaced by a giant grin. "Anyone ever tell you that you're kinda a bitch?"

"Anyone ever tell you you're kind of a dick?" she shot back, but she was smiling this time.

He laughed, a genuine laugh, and Eve followed suit, happy she had managed to get him in a better mood. "I'm glad I've got you. You always know what to say," he said.

"Hey now, no chick flick moments," she teased.

The smile on his face changed to something a bit darker, and he leaned over so his nose was touching hers. "How about we go upstairs and change this chick flick to something a bit more…adult."

She laughed and they stood up. Beers forgotten, they hurried upstairs, leaving a trail of clothes behind them.

It was a strange arrangement, what they had. They weren't together, never would be. It was too dangerous. They both knew it, but they couldn't deny the sexual attraction they felt. The sex between them could never be anything more than that, and they both accepted this fact.

Dean had gone downstairs a while ago, leaving Eve to stare blankly at the grimoire still open on her desk, but once again, she found herself unable to concentrate. This time, though, it wasn't because Dean was beating up a car in the backyard. A long sigh slipped from her lips and she pulled out her phone. A quick scroll brought up the name she wanted. She hit call, and held her breath, half expecting to be ignored.

"Hello?"

"You didn't call, Sammy Whammy."

He sighed, sounding exasperated. "Evie."

"Okay, look. I get it. You never wanted to be a Hunter, and you've always wanted to go to school and study law. And your dad's a total asshat."

"Yeah."

"But you still should've called."

"Evie…" Another sigh. "Look, I know I should be called but…." There was a loud commotion in the background, and somebody started shouting. "Maybe I should go."

"You hang up on me and I will come to your dorm and kick your Bigfoot ass."

That drew a laugh from him, and Eve smiled. "And you'd do it, too. Alright well, I do have to go, but you've got my number."

"And I can come visit, right?"

"Youd wanna come visit?" he asked, his voice shocked.

"Well duh. Hot college boys."

Sam laughed again. "Yeah, of course you can visit, little witch." The nickname brought a smile to her face.

"Hey, I'm older than you are, freakin' sasquatch."

"Yeah, whatever." She could hear the smile in his face. She had missed this friendly banter. Their recent previous calls had consisted mostly of them venting to each other.

"Hey Sam. I have one question for you. " Eve did her best to make her voice sound serious.

"Yeah?"

"Are the boys hot?"

Sam groaned. "Alright, that's it, I'm getting off."

Eve couldn't help the laugh that slipped out. "Okay, okay. I'm done. Bye Sammy Whammy."

"Bye little witch."

She felt a lot better after that phone call. Leaning back her chair, Eve held her hand out and whispered 'parva ignis'. A tiny flame appeared in her palm, and she wiggled it around, its position in her hand casting strange shadows around the room as the sun outside slowly sank.

"Baby girl!"

The sound of her nickname drew her attention away from the memorizing flame and back to reality. She closed her palm, effectively extinguishing the little fire. "It appears I'm being summoned," she said to no one in particular before heading downstairs, shutting the door behind her.


End file.
